ORLEANS
fosse and slipped foot by foot toward the wall of the
rampart, d'Aulon protecting himself with his heavy shield
against stones. But Joan, in the thick of what fighting
was left, caught sight of her cherished banner in a
stranger's hands and rushed up to retrieve it. She
seized it by the shaft; the man did not recognize her in
the confusion and wrestled with her for its possession.
d'Aulon, seeing only the satin waving back and forth,
thought that the Basque was giving the signal of retreat
and called, "Ha, Basque, is that what you promised me?"
The man, indignant at the imputation, wrenched the
standard out of its owner's hands and ran forward with
it to join d'Aulon.
The curious scene had an electrical effect on the
lagging troops. Seeing the Maid's standard advancing
right up to the rampart they dashed in once more to
follow. Joan apparently caught up with d'Aulon and his
companion, obtained possession of the banner, and cried,
" Watch till the tail of my standard touches the wall!"
She struggled forward and up. "It touches!" someone
shouted.
"Then enter," she called out, "the place is yours."
The men poured in wave upon wave, "each man fighting
as if he thought himself immortal," in the words of the
Journal of the Siege, and the English knew that they could
hold them no longer. They rushed for the drawbridge
over the moat in order to shut themselves in the Tourelles
before the enemy from the other side should take it or
make it untenable, but most of them never reached it,
for the townsfolk had towed a boat full of combustibles
under the bridge and set the supports ablaze. As the
English fought their way back step by step, Glasdale
and the others heroically holding up the French advance
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